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Meet the Poets . . . 



NICOLE MANISCO is a local area poet from 
St. Charles. She enjoys participating in open mike 
events throughout the Chicagoland area including; The 
Cafe, Molly Malone's, Barnes & Noble, as well as The 
Batavia Art Gallery where she was recently featured as 
an invited poet. In addition to writing and performing 
her own poetry, Nicole is an aspiring actor. Just recently 
she performed in Arthur Miller's Death of a Salesman, 
which ran at the Steel Beam Theatre in St. Charles. 

Nicole began writing just three years ago after discovering the poetic genius of Anne 
Sexton; other influences include Sylvia Plath, Allen Ginsberg, Billy Collins, Mary 
Oliver and singer/songwriter Tori Amos. 




BILL ROBERTSON Since moving to 
Sandwich in mid-2004 with his wife Faith, Robertson 
has appeared at several open mic venues in Batavia and 
Geneva and has been published in the Fox Valley Arts 
Council's Arts Beat magazine. During National Poetry 
Month in April he is sponsoring a poetry contest for 
local 3 rd through 12 th grade students offering $250 in 
prizes. 

After March 14th, he will be one of the few poets to have ever read in both Piano, 
Illinois and Piano, Texas. 




JASON E resides in Geneva. He likes to drink and 
birdwatch, but never simultaneously. His first book, 
Kairos, was self -published in 2004, and he is currently 
giving away copies; just approach him and ask about it 
or send him an e-mail: interzonepoets(g),v ahoo.com . It 
can also be found at Anderson's Bookshop in 
Naperville, Towne House Books in St. Charles, and at 
Amazon.com & Borders.com. 




once 

by Nicole Manisco 

once he let me look down the strings of his guitar 
spaces resonated his artist and held waning moments 
loosely, as the sky a setting sun 

once he etched my lady in charcoal, 

drew her barefoot in prairie grass wearing 

nothing but royal gowns below her wildflower crown 

forgetting not the petals have fallen, dead 
but unable to pluck the sweetness from my head 
he said no, no don 't say that 
over and over in my bed 

once the sound of his voice chalked 
ribbons about the moon and brought it closer 
to my fading blue, nearer my darkening room 

once his words came fast and hard like summer rain 
beating against my lady's door 
come out, come out and play 

amalgamations had me and now it is the still lake 
the way his eyes penetrate skin to the mess 
of madness and paint splatters upon my garden 
eyes entirely defined, periods that extend . . . 
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Unseen 

by Nicole Manisco 

If I were to let my hair go, 

were to wear something old, 

if my teeth yellowed slightly 

and the crow finally landed on my brow, 

if it became my hands that gave me away; 

cracked, spotted, and webbing veins, 

if, when I ran, I were to more like shuffle 

or Miss became Mam, goddamn, gosh dang, 

if the lushness of my lips slipped to the middle 

and blonde went a shade lighter than platinum, 

if all the pretty ones held my doors, 

gave up their seats and cautioned of treacherous floors, 

what then, I ask, when butterflies that once went south 
move up and out the mouth? 

What then, brilliant day, seized and sutured 
sat upon the lap of a lady? 

What will become of you exquisite 
melancholy matrix of bygones and one days? 

Will you see my words and still not see me, 
if or when this should occur? 
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showcase 

by Nicole Manisco 

light absorbs 

into our clandestine room 

from cornered windows 



un-swept shadows 
carpet hushed floors 
and hang above doors 
like decorative swords 




you sleep 

but I am - 

lost deep 
in the folds 
of your skin 

tangled 

in the strings 

of your heart 

boxed here 
in the glass 
you are spread across 



comatose 

fingertips mutely quiescent 
upon molten-sand skin - 
solidified and singular 



see 

see how I lose you 

in our reflected flesh 

see 

how I am bundled bones 

beneath muddied meat 

a lioness asleep 
dreaming of the 
black-ribbon streets 
outside her open windows 



untied, unboxed, un-kept 
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If a tree falls in the woods and there is no one around to hear it, 
does it make a sound? 



Sleeping Giants 

by Nicole Manisco 

I am cold. 

The blood has been drained 
from my veins like rain 
from a bent leaf 
trickling down to earth 
to be lost forever in her dirt. 

I watch. 

The pale darkens as 

flush falls from flesh 

making even the nails look 

soft and dull as they pull 

like children at a fair from their hooks. 

It is silent. 

The noise is between my left side 

and my right, shifting its weight 

with the trees as they grate 

their teeth in the wind. 

And the sky drinks my warmth through a straw. 

It is red. 
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MY HAMMER IS FALLING APART 

by Bill Robertson 

When I was small 

I imagined a world where cars didn't move. 

The driver would just focus his mind 

On where he wanted to go, 

And the world would move under the cars wheels. 

I had that feeling today, 

Driving home from the doctor's office. 

I was on the expressway, heading west, 

When I noticed that all the eastbound traffic 

Was at a standstill, 

And all that separated us was this little concrete wall. 

I was in the flow on my side, 

Going 75 

While the traffic on the other side, the highway and the wall 

Whized past me. 

But was I moving? 

It was easy to imagine that I was standing still, 

Maybe sitting in a simulator, 

While the screen presented all of this fast, pseudo reality. 

I was still, 

And the world was flowing quickly past me. 

I never took my eyes off the center of the screen, 

And I made slight adjustments to the steering wheel 

As different images popped up before me. 

Here I was standing still 

While infinity whizzed by 

Taking me who knows where. 

Then I thought 

"What if I do move? 

What if I drive straight through the screen? 

Where would I be, 

And where was reality?" 

And at the doctor's office 

The rubber tip of her mallet fell off 

As she was testing my reflexes. 

As she bent to retrieve it, 

She said 

"My hammer is falling apart." 
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THE OTHER WOMAN 

by Bill Robertson 

First. 

You must know 

That I do not love you less 

(But more, 

If that is possible). 

But when I see her 

She fills my heart 

With sunshine 

And with daisies 

(Her favorite flowers). 

When she dances across my memory 

I am caught again 

In the net of her sweet love. 

I can never let her go, 

And I hope that you will understand, 

But when I see her smiling out 

Through your eyes, 

Or catch a remembered gesture 

Or expression, 

I can never forget, 

And will always love 

The woman that you are now 

And the girl that I met 

On her 1 9th birthday. 
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DIABETES 

by Bill Robertson 

I tap the bottom of my bare left heel 

To the disjointed, thumping rhythm 

Of some song or another 

Almost without recognition 

Of its being mine. 

How long before it's gone? 

62 

by Bill Robertson 

With parchment fingers that smell of long ago 

I grasp at shadows of yesterday's tomorrows that never came. 

Now I drive too slowly 

And old men on motorcycles curse me as they pass. 

AT WORK IN IBA ZAMBALES 

by Bill Robertson 

While others work 

In the hot sun 

All I am good for 

Is sitting in the shade 

And 

Drinking coconut milk 

And 

Coffee. 

While the sea rushes to the shore 

And 

The wind blows 

And 

Blows 

A fly lands on my hand 

And 

Is not afraid. 
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Twelve and 12 

byjason e 

Becoming twilight softens another midsummer day: 
stars spark up, the moon pulsates, oceans flinch, 
day aborts, night reclaims dignity; 
everything sleeps and everything awakens — 
the sun has pulled away my shadow. 

Blushing dawn ascends the misty green hillside: 
stars flicker out, the moon hides away, 
night departs, day reclaims strategy; 
everything awakens and everything sleeps — 
the sun has tossed back my shadow. 
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My Morning Sickness 

byjason e 

my morning sickness 
is a morning dream 
of reaching for the girl 
that keeps falling 
off my edge 

reoccurring memories 
dive-bomb the present 
blooming up the gut 
to break open 
old scars in the heart 

the dream fades 
when day hits its fist 
pulling fresh thin skin 
over broken bone 

I walk the park 
in mindful stride 
a stress-heavy head 
chiseled clean by calm 

I turn the corner 
and sink into a stop 
there, a man sits in the grass 
holding his baby in laughter 

and now, my morning sickness 
concerns an unknown child — 
a child that would look so much 
like her and me 
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By Way of Your Misleadings 

byjason e 

I am cold, wrapped in blankets; 

so thoughtful in bed. 

I'm upside down, frozen solid, 

in the frost-bit grip of my longing for you. 

I am sedate, wallpaper quiet; 

so in tune with my heart. 

I'm twisted up, void and sinking, 

down in the pit of my dreaming of you. 

I cannot convince life to rearrange its affairs. 
I cannot re-ink the book of destiny or love. 
I am a slave to these withouts — 
I am a poet for it. 

But I fight] 

Was I not the sun which penetrated your windows? 
The light which filled the dark corners of your uncertainty? 
And was I not the swallowtail on your shoulder, 
the ebony jewelwing around your feet? 

If there was something you admired, I became it. 

If your heart was sore, I kissed it. 

I was every autumn leaf changing 

and falling along the contours of your soul. 

You are a thief. 

You've stolen the map to love's horizon, 

left me stranded on clouds full of rain. 

Where has my responsibility gone? My reason? 

You took it all, replaced it with unrequited passion. 

Now I'm lethargic in the crack of your heart, 
the garments of adoration thinned out by moths. 
A treasure of love's potential surrounds us — 
each yawning jewel bright with boredom. 
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The Interzone Poets 

The Interzone Poets are a group of four Illinois poets from 
the western suburbs of Chicago who appear at various open mics 
in the area . 

These booklets are intended to make available, and to help 
promote, the poems read at each event. Each issue will contain a 
new set of poems and will be as unique as its reading. Future 
issues are open to, and are already set to contain, a variety of 
guest poets. 

Please check out our website below (a work in progress) where 
you can find details on how to become involved with or even 
join our friendly, creative group. We are fresh on the scene and 
full of energy. Please come and see us again! 



Website : www .interzonepoets .blogspot . com 
To contact us : interzonepoets@yahoo.com 



